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Part of the Third Ode of the Third Book of Horace 
Jimi tated. 


J. 
> HE Man whoſe Actions Truth and 


Honour bind, 
Bleſt with a noble Principle of Mind, 
Smiles at the lawleſs rage avow'd 
By Faction and her murm'ring Crowd; 
Not ev'n Ambition with her tyrant Frown, 
Whoſe haughty Pride is by his Power pull'd down, 
Shall ever his Deſigns controul, 


Or ſhake the ſteady Purpoſe of his Soul. 


I. Tuftum & ienacem Propofiti Virum, 
Mon Civium Ardor prava jubentium, 
Won Vultus Inſtantis Tyranni 
Mente quatit ſolidd. 


A 2 II. Shou'd 


CE ia. — 3 
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II. 

Shou'd Thunder from the Throne of Heav'n be hurl'd, 
And into Pieces cruſh this guilty World, 

With Nature's Univerſal Frame; 

His Courage wou'd be ſtill the fame; 
The Scene to him no Terror wou'd impart, 
Safe in the Godlike Virtue of his Heart. 

Such were the Means fo reſolute and great 
By which a //------roſe, the Guardian of the State. 


III. 
With Friends like him, to Virtue and her Cauſe, 
A while AucusTus from his Pomp withdraws, 
Unbends his Royal Mind from Power, 
And calm enjoys the ſocial Hour. 
Such virtuous Spirit was of late confeſt 
In Churchil's, Somer's and Godolphin's Breaſt, 
Which rais'd them to the bleſt Abodes, 
For ever bleſt with Heroes and with Gods. 
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II. Wec fulminantis magna Jovis Manus ; 
Si fractus illabatur Orbis, 
Impavidum ferient Ruinæ. 

 Hac Arte, Pollux, c. 

III. Rus inter Auguſtus recumbens, Oe. 


Hac Quirinus, &c. 
IV. There 
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IV. 
There fair BRITANNIA plac'd in awful State, 
With Smiles of Joy thus ſpoke her Childrens Fate; 
Hail BxiToNs, hail! wich whom weak Spain 
* Contends the Empire of the Main, 
© Urgd by the Folly of a Woman's Pride; 
Above whoſe Arts your Glory ſhall preſide; 
And her ambitious, haughty Power, 


© Cruſh'd by your conq'ring Arms, aſpire no more. 


1 
No more ſhall her Imperial Palace ſhine, 


With Gold acquir'd from the Peruvian Mine. 
© No more Havanna's Towers {hall riſe, 
Or Carthagena brave the Skies: 
© But oer the Weſtern World my Fleets ſhall fail, 
And with victorious Influence prevail; 
Till all my Rights ſhall be reſtor'd, 
And Spain intreat to ſheathe the vengeful Sword. 


IV. Gratum elocutd confiliantibus 


Junone Divis. Ilion, Ilion, 
Fatalis inceſtuſque Fudex, 
Et Mulier peregrina, c. 
—— ibi 
Caſtæque damnatum Minerve. 
V. Jam nec Lacene ſplendet, & c. 


ec Priami Domus. 
A 3 VL. © Then 
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Shou'd Thunder from the Throne of Heav'n be hurl'd b 


And into Pieces cruſh this guilty World, 
With Nature's Univerſal Frame; 
His Courage wou'd be ſtill the fame; 


The Scene to him no Terror wou'd impart, 


Safe in the Godlike Virtue of his Heart. 


Such were the Means fo reſolute and great 
By which a //------ roſe, the Guardian of the State. 


III. 


With Friends like him, to Virtue and her Cauſe, 


A while Au Gus ros from his Pomp withdraws, 


Unbends his Royal Mind from Power, 
And calm enjoys the ſocial Hour. 

Such virtuous Spirit was of late confeſt 

In Churchil's, Somer's and Godolphin's Breaſt, 
Which rais'd them to the bleſt Abodes, 

For ever bleſt with Heroes and with Gods. 


II. Mec fulminantis magna Jovis manus; 
Si fractus illabatur Orbis, 
Impavidum ferient Ruinæ. 
Hac Arte, Pollux, &c. 
HI. Ros inter Auguſtus recumbens, c. 
Hac Quirinus, &c. 


IV. There 
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"7. 
There fair Bx1TANNI1a plac'd in awful State, 
With Smiles of Joy thus ſpoke her Childrens Fate; 
© Hail Bx1ToNs, hail! with whom weak Spain 
* Contends the Empire of the Main, 
© Urgd by the Folly of a Woman's Pride; 
Above whoſe Arts your Glory ſhall preſide; 
And her ambitious, haughty Power, 
© Cruſh'd by your conq'ring Arms, aſpire no more. 
V. 
No more ſhall her Imperial Palace ſhine, 
© With Gold acquir'd from the Peruvian Mine. 
© No more Havanna's Towers ſhall riſe, 
Or Carthagena brave the Skies: 
c But o'er the Weſtern World my Fleets ſhall fail, 
And with victorious Influence prevail; 
Till all my Rights ſhall be reſtor'd, 
And Spain intreat to ſheathe the vengeful Sword. 


IV. Gratum elocutd confiliantibus 
Junone Divis. Ilion, Ilion, 
Fatalis inceſtuſque Fudex, 

Et Mulier peregrina, c. 
—— ibi 
Caſtegue damnatum Minervæ. 
V. Jam nec Lacene ſplendet, & c. 


ec Priami Domus. 
2 VI. Then 
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VI. 


Then War ſhall ceaſe, with all the Guilt it brings, 
And Dovelike Peace unfold her ſacred Wings: 


© Sweet Plenty ſmile upon the Plain, 
While GE ORGE with Power divine ſhall reign: 


At whoſe Command the ſubject Earth ſhall bow, 
And this bleſt Truth proud Tyrants learn to know, 


VI. 


« To reign in Peace is happier, happier far, 


« Than all the Glory of ſucceſsful War. 


Woſtriſque ductum Seditionibus 
Bellum reſedit. 


Inſultet Armentum, &c. 
-=== Triumphati/que paſſit 
Roma ferox dare Jura Medis. &c. 


ODE 
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O D E for the Year 1741. 


AIL to the Sun! whoſe Beams divine 

With more than common Splendor ſhine, 
To uſher in the Year 

In which ſuch Triumphs ſhall be won, 

Such glorious Deeds by BRITAIN done, 

Such Vengeance on her Foes be hurl'd, 1 

As ſhall alarm the diftant World, 

And ſtrike with awful Fear, 


Repent, repent, inglorious Spain / 
That e'er thou wert fo weak and vain; 
| & weak, yet inſolent, to dare 
The Rage of a revengeful War, 
| From the Great Maſters of the Main. 


| Forſaken by her Guardian Powers, 


See Chagre's, Porto-Bello's Towers, 
Which once aſſail'd the Sky; 


Which long with Iron Strength have ſtood, 
The Terror of the neighbouring Flood ; 

Vet far too feeble to withſtand 

| The conqu'ring Power of VzxxnoN's Hand, 
In ſcatter'd Ruin lye. 


Sound, 


0D E S, Orc. 
Sound, ſound the Trumpet, beat the Drum; 
Theria, hark! the Day is come, 
The great, the fatal Time is now, | 
Which crowns the happy Victor's Brow, 
And ſeals thy miſerable Doom 


Hear how the BRITISH Cannon roar 
From proud Havanna's diſtant Shoar, 
Which trembles at the Sound. 
Surrounded by deſtroying Fires, 
Behold, ſhe nods, her lofty Spires, 
Her Walls, her Forts, are overthrown, 
And all her Batteries fall down, 


Ignobly to the Ground. 


Repent, repent, inglorious Hain / 
That c'er thou wert ſo weak and vain; 
So weak, yet inſolent, to dare 
The Rage of a revengeful War, 
From the Great Maſters of the Main. 


Tho' Gallia's Fleet with yours unite, 
Yet ever ſhall you fail in Fight; 

For Fate ordains you muſt. 
Auſpicious BRITAIN ſtill ſhall ſhine 


Superior in ſome grand Deſign, 
Conducted 
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Conducted by the GLoktous MAN, 
Who with Succeſs the War began, 


And laid your Towns in Duſt. 


Sound, ſound the Trumpet, beat the Drum; 
Theria, hark! the Day is come, 

The great, the fatal Time is now, 

Which crowns the happy Victor's Brow, 
And ſeals thy miſerable Doom |! 


But ſee, from BRITAIN's awful Throne, 
Her Monarcn, like a GOD, looks down 


Upon the proſtrate Foe : 
He is too Good, too Great, too Brave, 


To cruſh the Wretch his Power can fave. 
His violated Rights reſtore, 
Sweet Mercy from his Hand implore, 


And Blood ſhall ceaſe to flow. 


Gentle Peace, aſſume thy Reign ; 
Muſick, yield a ſofter Strain ; 
Breathe upon the warbling Flute; 
Strike the ſweet, the charming Lute : 
Celeftial PRACEI O, ſmiling come, 
Delightful as the vernal Bloom ; 


B 


With 


| 10 . Ec. 
| With golden Plenty on our Plains reſide, 
And make us happier than the World beſide. 


CA UXO - 


Now louder Mufick ſwell the Sound, 


And from the Royal Root rebound ; 
| Brkitannias MONARCH is too Good, too Brave, 
| To cruſh the Wreich his godlike Pawer can fave. 


— 


| An ODE on the Sorrows which attend the different 
Stages of human Life. 


I. 
AN is a Type of ceaſeleſs Pain, 


Continual Cares his Peace deſtroy, 
His Hopes of Happineſs are vain, 


He never knows a real Joy. 
II. 


The Infant in his tendereſt Vears 
Is ſubject to a thouſand Harms, 

He waſtes his little Life in Tears, N 
Uneaſy in the Nurſc's Arms, | 


III. The 
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III. 
The idle School-boy fond of Play 
At Study hates to be confin'd, 
He dreads Correction, ev'ry Day 


Succeſſive Fears alarm his Mind. 


IV. 
The heedleſs Youth whom Beauty fires 


Doth many pining Sorrows prove, 
He falls a Prey to looſe Deſires, 


Or feels the racking Pangs of Love, 
V. 


On Manhood greater Care attends, 
And adds Affliction to our Lives, 
We ſuffer by deceitful Friends, 
Ungrateful Children, faithleſs Wives. 
VI. 
Diſeaſes fret declining Age, 
Sickneſs and Pain new Torments give, 


Misfortunes wait on evry Stage; 
Then is it worth our while to live? 


12 DD. Sc. 


The Sixteenth ODE of the Second Book of Hor ach, 
Imitated, 


2 KI1EN DD. 


N Health and Peace, my Friend, to live, 
Is all I ask of Heav'n to give, 


For tis not in the Power of Wealth 
To purchaſe ev'n a Moment's Health; 
And humble Peace abhors the State 
Which is attendant on the Great ; 
Who lives with little lives the beſt, 


No fretful Cares diſturb his Reſt ; 


"Tis true, his Diet may be ſpare, 

But then he ſleeps without a Fear ; 

And what 1s all the hurry'd Scene, 

The ſordid Buſtle after Gain 

Which ſome Men make? Why ſuch ado? 
We live but for an Hour or two, 

And can the Miſer's hoarded Store 

Add to his Life one Minute more ? 

What tho' for Gain with thirſty Soul 

He flies abroad from Pole to Pole, 


Where- 
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Where'er he flies, he ſtill will find 


He cannot leave himſelf behind, 


But buſy Care will haunt his Mind. 
There is I know no State of Life 


Entirely free from Care and Strife ; 
Then ſocial Mirth ſhall glad my Heart, 
And ſweeten all the bitter Part; 

The preſent Time is mine poſſeſs' d, 

In that I may, and will be bleſt, 

To look beyond it is a Jeſt. 

How ſoon alas! in youthful Pride, 

The Great, the noble Aurio dy'd ; 

And you, whoſe Years may gently waſte, 
Tho' neer fo loth muſt dye at laſt : 
However Fortune gilds the Scene, 

*'Twill be as if it ne'er had been. 

To Thee, my Friend, tis giv'n to ſhine, 
I envy not, the World is thine. 

To me a little Country Seat, 


A happy, yet unenvy'd State 
Between the Vulgar and the Great: 


To grant me more let Fortune ceaſe; 
I ſcorn the Crowd, and am at Peace. 


ODE 
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ODE for the Year 1742. | 


I 


E T the great Maſter of the tuneful Quire 
Begin, and ftrike the ſoft harmonious Lyre, 
Till all the Paſhons of the court!) Train 
Are loſt in deep Attention to his Strain. 
Warbling, trilling, ſweet and low 
Let the mellow Muſick flow, 
Till ev'ry anxious Care be gone, 
And Joy ſurrounds th' Imperial Throne. 
II. 
Hail bliſsful Harmony, all hail; 
How greatly does thy Power prevail 
Againſt the Sorrows of the Mind, 
How charm with different Sounds a different Kind! 
Gently fall, or boldly riſe, 
Your ſweet Variety ſurpriſe : 
Love, Rage, Ambition, you controul, 
And all the various Paſſions of the Soul. 
III. 
But ſee, alone amidſt the ſhining Round 


Where Br:tain's Sovereign diſengag'd, by Sound, 


On VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 


Sits like our Guardian God, to Care reſign'd, 

His Country's Love poſſeſſing all his Mind. 
Nought can charm his royal Ear, 
Nothing to his Heart is dear, 

But Hritain's Glory to maintain, 

Revenge her Cauſe, and humble haughty Spain, 

IV. 

To check the Pride of that inſulting Power, 

And halcyon Peace to his lov'd Ifle reſtore, 

Is the great Labour of his generous Breaſt ; 

In tuis glad Hope the Hero ſtands confeſt, 
And ſhines more brave, more noble far, 
Than dreſt in all the Pomp of War 

At Oudenard's victorious Field, 


15 


When the GRAND MONARCH was oblig'd to yield. 


2 
Let mad Ambition ſearch the World around, 


And Chieſe return'd from War, with Laurel crown'd, 


Survey ne Spoil, the dreadful Havock done, 
Ther bim up all the Glory they have won; 
And what will be the vaſt Account, 
To what true Gain hall All amonnt? 
They'll find alas, the Triumph they proclaim 
Is dearly bought, aud but an empty Name! 


VI. Mercy, 
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VI. 

Mercy, the nobleſt Attribute of Kings, 
And Peace wide ſpreading her celeſtial Wings, 
With Plenty, Freedom, ſmiling in her Train, 
Shall fill the Glories of AuGusTus Reign. 

Let Thoſe whom ſpecious Greatneſs charms, 

Let tyrant Kings delight in Arms; 
He looks with Anguiſh on the Scene of Blood, 
And knows that to be Great, is to be Good. 


CHORUS. 
Let Thoſe whom ſpecious Greatneſs charms, 
Let tyrant Kings delight in Arms; 
He looks with Anguiſh on the Scene of Blood, 
And knows that to be Great, is to be Good. 


— 
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111. 


An OD E after a Fever. 


bs 
T Midnight when the Fever rag'd, 
By Phyſick's Art ſtill unaſſwag d, 
And tortur'd me with Pain, 
When moſt it ſcorch'd my aching Head, 
Like ſulph'rous Fire, or liquid Lead, 
And hiſs d thro every Vein; 


IL With 


On VARIOUS Supngcrts. 17 


II. 


With ſilent Steps approaching nigh, 
Pale Death ſtood trembling in my Eye, 
And ſhook th' uplifted dart; 
My Mind did various Thoughts debate 
Of This and of an after-State, 
Which terrify'd my Heart ; 


III. 


I thought twas hard, in Bloom of Age, 
To quit this fine delightful Stage, 
No more to view the Day, 
Nor e er again the Night to ſpend, 
In ſocial Converſe, with a Friend, 
Ingenious, learn d, and gay; 
IV. 

No more in curious Books to read 
The Wiſdom of the illuſtrious Dead, 
But all that's dear to leave, 
Relations, Friends, and Laura too, 
Without one Kiſs, one dear Adieu, 
To moulder in the Grave! 


C V. Encircled 


| 8 


0 D E 8. &c. 
V. 


Encircled with congenial Clay, 
To Worms and creeping Things a Prey, 
To waſte diſſolve and rot, 
To lie wrapt cold within a Shrowd, 
Mingled amongſt the vileſt Crowd, 
 Un-noted and forgot! 


VI. 
O Horror! by this Train of Thought 


My Mind was to Diſtraction brought, 
Impoſſible to tell ! 


The Fever rag'd ſtill more without, 
Whilſt dark Deſpair, or diſmal Doubt, 
Made all within me Hell. 


VII. 
At length, with grave but chearful Air, 
REYENTAN CE came, ſerenely fair, 
As Summer's evening Sun; 
At ſight of whom, exſtatick Joy 
Did all that horrid Scene deſtroy, 
And ev'ry Fear was gone. 


VIII. If 


— 
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VIII. 
If join'd in Conſort, with one Voice, 
Angels at ſuch a Change rejoice, 


I heard their Joy expreſt ; 
If there be Muſick in the Spheres, 


That Muſick ſtruck my raviſh'd Ears, 
And charm'd my Soul to Reſt. 


The HAPPY CLO WN. 


J. 
HEN Aurora gilds the Morning 
With a ſweet delightful Ray, 
Blooming Flowers the Fields adorning, 
In the charming Month of May. 
II. 
Then how pleaſant and contented, 
Lives the lowly Country Clown, 
In the Valley unfrequented 
By the Knaves who crow'd the Town. 
III. 
With the early Lark awaking, 


He enjoys the chearful Day, 
C 2 Labour 
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Labour ev'ry Hour partaking, 
Whiſtling Thought and Care away. 
IV. 


Nature all his Toil befriending, 


Of her Treaſure He's poſſeſt; 
Health and Peace his Life attending. 
Is the Monarch half jo bleſt? 
| V. 
Birds his liſt'ning Ear enchanting, 
Verdant Hills, and Dales his Sight; 
Nothing to his Senſe 1s wanting, 
Which can give him true Delight. 
VI. 
Love, with Innocence combining, 
His unſettled Heart alarms, 
Like the Flowers, in Garlands twining, 
Sweetly various in its Charms. 
: VII. 
Happy Clown who thus poſſeſſes 
Pleaſure unalloy'd with Strife ; 
Wiſdom nothing more careſſes 


Than the humble Vale of Life. 


VIII Riches 
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VIII. 
Riches, Xuaves delight in gaining, 
Grandeur is by Fools admir'd, 
All that wiſe Men wiſh obtaining, 
Is to hve and die retir'd. 


FFFRRAni ⅛ ä ˙ům 
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The PASSION H ALEXIS. 


. WAS in that Seaſon when ſoft Showers 
Deſcending wake the blooming Flowers, 

When Nature all her Joys diſcloſe, 

And gentle Zephyr ſweetly blows; 

When ſmiling Spring makes equal Day, 

And curling Rills thro' Vallies play; 

When warbling Birds falute the Grove, 

And ev'ry Scene's a Heaven of Love; 

Matilda in a pleaſant Shade 

Sat Singing on a graſſy Bed, 

Where Roſes, fand by ambient Air, 

Gave fragrant Kiſſes to the Fair; 

The Flocks came skipping from the Plains, 

To hear the ſoft delightful Strains; 

The Streams Rood ſtill, the Trees did bend, 

Birds dropt their Pinions to attend ; 


The 
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The Silvan Fauns in wanton Throng, 

Came crowding to the charming Song, 

And all the high celeſtial Gods, 

Sat liſt'ning in their bleſt Abodes: 

So dying Swans on flutt'ting Wing, 

In Sedges of Maæander ſing; 

So when Ulyſſes ſteer d along 

The watery Main, the Syrens ſung. 
Alexis heard, the Nymph he found, 

But raviſh'd by th' enchanting Sound, 

His Senſe of Hearing quickly dies, 

And gives Succeſſion to his Eyes; 

Which now were Pris'ners to a Face 

A Heaven of Beauty ſeem'd to grace, 

And blooming Bluſh did more adorn, 

Then ſweet Vermilion does the Morn ; 

But as the View of Forms ſo bright, 

By ſtedfaſt gazing, blinds the Sight, 

The raviſh'd Shepherd ſaw no more, 

But in Idea to adore. 

Her balmy Breath he next poſſeſs dd, 

More grateful than the Phonix' Neſt, 

Or all the Spices of the Eaſt; 

More fragrant than the Gales which move 


The whiſp'ring Leaves in 1da's Grove, 
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And richer than the Sweets diſtill'd 

Of ev'ry Flower in ev'ry Field. 

Three Senſes thus the Swain enjoy'd, 
The which Exceſs of Bliſs deſtroy'd, 

The other Two, the Nymph deny'd, 
The Shepherd humbly bow'd, and dy'd. 
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C LORIN D A's Iaconſtancy. 


I, 
vain I wiſh Clorinda kind, 
I wiſh to change in vain, 
Her roving Thoughts are like the Wind, 
My Paſſion like the Fane, 
II. 
Where'er the fickle fair One ſtrays, 
My Love does ſtill purſue, 
What tho' ſhe turns a thouſand ways, 
My Heart 1s ever true. 
III. 
When changing Winds ſhall ceaſe to blow, 
She then may conſtant prove, 
And I no longer undergo 
The Pangs of {lighted Love. 


IV. But 


6 0 r we et A ” 
5 «oath 908 E n - : . P 3 a K a i 8 1 — — 
» "OE N A — * . 1 ä 2 3 — — . 


- —— — 5 — 


24 ODE S, © Oe.” 
IV. 
But Winds will change, and till glide on, 
Unmindful of my Care, 
My Peace of Mind is all undone, 
It centers in Deſpair, | 


V. 5 
O let me die! for in Death's Aid, 


Is all the Hope I have; 
Then let the falſe ungrateful Maid, 

Go triumph o' er my Grave. 

VI. 

She then may boaſt her conqu'ring Power, 

That ſhe has kill'd a Swain, 
Like whom none lov'd ſo true before, 

Nor ever ſhall again. 


COUNTRY 
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COUNTRY COURTSHIP. 


I. 
NE Evening when the ſultry Day, 
Had ſlowly glided near away, 
And left the Air ſerene, 
The Clouds were gilded by the Sun, 
The jolly Swains their Work had done, 
And met upon the Green, 
II. 
The Maidens too in neat Attire, 
To be admir'd, and to admire, 
Walk'd Arm in Arm abroad, 
And as the leering Swains paſs'd- by, 
So pleas d they ſeem'd, and yet ſo ſhy, 
| That ev'ry Heart was aw'd. 
III. 
But, Colin, who among the Reſt 
Fair Phebe low d, and lov'd her beſt, 
Soon as He faw her there, 
Was ſeized with a throbbing Pain ; 


He þbluſh'd, turn'd pale, then bluſh'd again, 


And almoſt dy'd with Fear, 
D 
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VV. she 
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IV. 


She ken'd him ſoon, and ſoon was mov'd, 


For She, unknown to Him, had lov'd, 
Her Heart began to ake ; 


She wou'd have ſpoke, but hold----thinks ſhe, 


If Colin ſpeaks not firſt to me, 
I'll dye before I ſpeak. 
V. 
The preſſing Minutes ſwiftly fled, 
On neither Side one Word was aid, 
But ſilent Eyes invite; 
At length young Colin Courage found, 
And lowly, bowing to the Ground, 
Said, Twas a charming Night. 
VI. 
She ſigh'd, and ſmibd with fich a Grace, 
With ſo much Sweetneſs in her Face, 
No Goddeſs looks diviner ! 
She modeſtly hung down her Head, 
Her Boſom heav'd, ſhe bluſh'd, and ſaid, 
She never ſaw a finer, 


The Swain perceiving ſhe inclia'd, 


| By her Behaviour, to be kind, 


Orr VARTOUS SUBJRETS. 
Began to talk of Love, 
He preſs d her hard to leave the Green, 
Where, if he kiſs'd, he might be ſeen, 
And ſtep into the Grove. 
VIII. 
Her Silence ſcem'd to give Conſent, 
No more was ſaid, but in they went, 
Both Hand in Hand together; 
All he cou'd ask he now enjoy'd, 
And better far his Time employ'd, 
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In Imitation of the good old Heile. 


7 
HE Night was in her ſable Shroud, 
No filver Stars were ſeen, 
Wrap'd in a cold and wintry Cloud, 
Midſt bleaky Showers of Rain. "Rye | 
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1 
Unfaithful Edward's treach'rous ſtep 


To Suſan's Dwelling came, 


He long pretended to have ſu'd, 
And lov'd the gentle Dame. 
III. 
His Entrance, at this fatal Hour, 
The Innocent allow'd ; 
Ungrateful Edward ſilent ſmil' d, 
Then kiſs'd her Lips, and bow'd. 
IV. 
With am'rous Toy he firſt began, 
Her ſnowy Boſom preſt, 
Vow'd that he lov'd her more than Life, 
And beg'd he might be bleſt. 
| V. 
But ſhe, in Honour's ſtricteſt Rule, 
Had train'd her gentle Mind, 
Is this your Love to me, ſhe ſaid, 
Ungrateful and unkind | _ 
VI. 
In dreadful Rage of hated Luſt, - 
Her purple Blood to ſpill, 
His Sword he vow'd her Heart ſhou d pierce, | 
If ſhe refus'd his Will. VII, With 
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VII. 
With trembling Fear ſhe ſigh'd, and thought 
Each Moment to be lain, 
Help ! help! O help, for Heaven's fake! 
She cry'd, ----but cry'd in vain. 
VIII. 
Whole Floods of Tears, like ſilver Dew 
From off the Lilly's Head, 
Fell down her white and pearly Neck, 
Unhappy lovely Maid! 
x IX. i 
The Thoughts of loſing all her Charms, 
That they muſt turn to Clay, 
To think of dying when ſo ee 
Induc'd her to obey. 
X. 
Her bleeding Heart did oft miſgive, 
She pray d, ſhe wept and figh'd; 
But when her precious Jewel ſhe loſt, 
Much better had ſhe dy'd. 74 
XI. 
The faithleſs Wretch now flies her Charms, | 
Thoſe very Charms, he ſwore | 
To nouriſh with his fondeſt' Care, Mrd 
He now regards no more.. 124 l All. Her 
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XII. 
Her Eyes are ſwoln witli briny Tears, 
She beats her throbbing Breaſt, | 
Her Hand ſupports her drooping Head, . 
But ſhe can find no Reſt z 
XIII. 
At length the peeping Marning roſe, 
She bluſh'd to ſee the Day, 
And curs'd the Night, that fatal Night, 
In which ſhe did obey. 
XIV. 
The Guilt, which Guilt was not her only 
So black was in her Eye, 
That tho at Death ſhe ſtarted firſt, 
She now reſolv'd to dye. 
. 
A pois nous Drug, O mournful Tale! 
Within a ſilver Bowl 
She mix d; then ſip'd the deadly Juice, 
And breath'd away her Soul. 
XVI. 
The Scarlet, of her Lips grows pale, 
Her Eyes no Luſtre boaſt, 
Sweet Mulick dies upon. her Tongue, 
And all her Charms are loſt; 


XVII. Now 


On VIIIobs Subjects. zr 
XVII. 
Now Edward think what thou haſt done, 
Repent ere tis to late, 


Or at the dreadful Day of Doom, 
Expect thy wretched Fate! 


— 
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. OMANs ADVICE. 


L 
E happy Nymphs, whoſe harmleſs Hearts 
No fatal Sorrows prove, 
Who never knew Men's faithleſs Arts, 
Or felt the Pangs of Love, 
II. 
If dear Contentment is a Prize, 
Believe not what they ſay, 
Their ſpecious Tales are All Diſguiſe, 
Invented to betray... 
| III. 
Alaſs, how certain is our Grief! 
From Cares how can we fly? 
When Woman's Heart is all Belief, 
And Man is all a Dye! 


The WISH How. MARTIAL 


FORTUNE not by Labour got, 
But by Inheritance my Lot; 

A glowing Hearth, a fertile Soil; 

No Suits at Law, no publick Toil, 

Bleſt Health of Body, Peace of Mind; 

Companions to my Temper kind, 

Whoſe Conduct ſhou'd with Mine agree, 


Who'd chuſe to live, and think like Me. 


A ſimple Dyet, neat and plain, 


A ſocial Glaſs in chearful Vein, 
But no Exceſs to hurt the Brain. 


Sweet Sleep the tedious Night to waſte, 
A Fair One Free, but very Chaſte. 


To live content with my Eſtate, 
Not once deſiring to be Great. 
To think my Death is always nigh, 
Yet neither wiſh or fear to die! 
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EPITAPH 
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A PASTORAL from SPENSER. 


COLIN and PALLINADE. 


PALLINADE. 


O, Colin, here's the Place whoſe charming Sight 
For ever wakes the Mind to dear Delight, 
Here on the graſſy Turf we'll fit and live 
Midſt all the Pleaſures which the World can give; ö 
The ſimple Air, the gently warbling Wind 
So calm, fo cool as no where elſe I find; 
Look on the daiſy'd Ground, the leafy Bow'rs, 
The Sweet-Briar Hedges, and the blooming Flowers 
O liſt, the Nightingale attunes her Song, 
Long let us fit, my Friend, and hear it long ! 


CO LIV. 

My deareſt Pallinade, I bleſs thy State, 
Good Heaven grant thou may'ſt enjoy it late! 
Well may'ſt thou ſing thy lively Layes fo free, 
This verdant Shade is Paradiſe to Thee; 

To me all Places are alike forlorn, 
For I, unhappy Man! am Fortune's Scorn ; 


(LL E Depreſs'd 
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Depreſs'd with Care I roam, from Shade to Shade, 
And know not where to hide my luckleſs Head. 


PALLINADE. 
Then hear me, Colin; be advis'd and part 


From yon ſad Groves which fo bewitch thy Heart, 
And to theſe Dales reſort where Shepherds ſing, 


Where Mirth creates one univerſal Spring, 
Where you ſhall hear the Muſick of the Nine, 
Apollo's Pipe, and ſee fair Phebe ſhine, 
Where friendly Fairies with the Graces meet, 
Where all you hear, and all you ſee is ſweet, 


CO LIM. 

Yes, while I liv'd a Courſe of careleſs Years, 
I oft embrac'd fuch Joy amongſt my Peers, 
Tho' ill I ſung, yet I my Voice wou'd raiſe, 
And beauteous Ro/alind wou'd hear my Layes ; 
Sweet Flowers I gather'd in the Summer's ſhade, 
To crown her radiant Locks I Garlands made; 
But Loſs of Her, whom more than Life J love, 
Afflicts my Heart, and all thoſe Joys remove. 


PALLINADE. 
Cilin, the Lark delights not in the Spring, 
So much as I have done, to hear thee fang, 


Thy 
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Thy Muſick floated all the Dales around, | | 
The Wood-lands echo'd to the filver Sound ; 
And taught the Birds by thy ſweet Song outdone, 
While in the Shade they ſhrouded from the Sun, 
Silent to fit, and hold their Peace for ſhame, 
Or to thy gentle Voice their Notes to frame, 
| I faw the Muſes on their heav'nly Hill, 
Were all attentive to thy wond'rous Skill, 
Soon as thy Oaten Pipe began to play, 


Their Iv'ry Lutes in Pet they threw away. 


CO LI. 
Of Muſes, Pallinade, I boaſt no skill, 
They look with Scorn upon my homely Quill, 
For ſince that Pan with Phebus did conteſt, 
And made himſelf of Men the ſtanding Jeſt, 
To thoſe ſweet Goddeſſes I dare not play, 
Nor do I wiſh that they may hear my Lay ; | 
But piping low to mournful Waters' Fall, | 
I play to pleaſe my ſelf, and that is all; 
I care not who my Song doth praiſe or blame, 
'Tis not for me to follow fiying Fame, 
I wiſh not for Renown, but fit at Reſt, 
And feed my Flocks in Fields which pleaſe them beſt. 
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I know my Lines are rough and flow not well, 
The fitter they my doleful Caſe to tell ; 
Enough for me my Sorrows to impart, 

And pour my Plaints into the friendly Heart ; 
The God of Shepherds, Tityrus, is dead, 

Who learnt me as I can, to tune my Reed; 
He, whilſt he liv'd, was Sovercign of the Grove, 
Of all the Swains who felt the Pangs of Love; 
So ſweet he pip'd upon the neighbouring Plain, 
It was a Pleaſure to endure Love's Pain, 

For he wou' d footh it whenſoe ter he play'd, 
Whilſt all our little Flock about us fed; 

O that he liv'd | that I might ſteal his Strain, 
Then wou'd I fly unto my Love again, 

In Plaints fo ſorrowful I'd beg Relief, 

That her hard Heart ſhou'd ſoften into Grief; 
And thou, Menaclas, whoſe deſpiteful Mind, 
By falſe Suggeſtion, made my Love unkind, 
Shou'd well be known, and branded with a Name 
Hated and vile, to everlaſting Fame; 

But fince I cannot as I wiſh prevail, 

Ye gentle Shepherds or on Hill or Dale, 

Or wherefoe'er your fleecy Flocks ye feed, 

O bear me witneſs of the wicked Deed | 


And 
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And tell the Laſs, whom yet I love fo dear, 


Whoſe faultleſs Faith is turn'd to faithleſs Fear, 
That ſhe has wrong'd the trueſt hearted Swain, 


That ever liv'd on Earth, and felt Love's Pain. 


PALLINADE. 
O careful Colin, I lament thy Woe, 
Thy Tears wou'd make the hardeſt Flint to flow, 
Not the ſoft Cooing of the Turtle Dove, 
When ſhe laments the Abſence of her Love, 
Not even Philomel, whoſe dulcid Lay 
Makes Night more pleaſant than the brighteſt Day, 
No Virgin's Voice, no Poet's gentle Song, 
Can ever ſound ſo ſweet, or charm ſo long; 
But what, alas! avails thy tuneful: Strain ? 
If croſs d in Love, thy Carols all are vain, 
Ah! faithleſs Rgſalind, wou'd nothing move? 
How cou'd you hear, and not reward, his Love? 
But ſee the golden Sun a pace deſcend, 
Then riſe ye bleſſed Flocks, and homeward tend, 
Leſt Night with ſtealing Steps upon you ſlide, 
And wet the tender Lambkins by. your fide, 
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VERSES occafion'd by a late Sickneſs. 


() THOU eternal God! who art the Cauſe 

Of all that Is, of Nature, and her Laws, 

Whoſe certain Being Worlds of Beauty prove, 

In which I place my Hope, my Faith, my Love, 

Grant me to live, and if I live to find 

That dear lov'd Portion of a peaceful Mind, 

That Health, that ſweet Content, that pleaſing Reſt, 

Which Thou alone can'ſt give, which ſuits me beſt; 

Save me from future Guilt, forgive the paſt, 

Protect my Life, and guard me to my laſt; 

But give me moſt to bear a patient Mind, 

In Peril fix me to thy Will reſign d. 

Be all my Thoughts from Superſtition free, 

Yet firm to Virtue, and aſſur'd of Thee. 

And when thick Miſts of Error blind my Sight, 

Or ſhade my Eyes from thy directing Light, 

At that dark Hour, thy healing Rays impart, 

Beam on my Soul, and hover round my Heart. 
Thus let me live, but if to die's my Lot, 

To leave the World, and all it's Toys forgot, 
The Dreams of Pleaſure, the ſubſtantial Woe, 

The glaring Luſtre which this Life can ſhow, 


All 
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All vain Amuſements of the Proud, the Gay, 
At beſt the Sunſhine of a fleeting Day ; 
Of theſe, I ſhall not grieve, to be bereft, 
Whene'er I leave them, haply be they left; 
But ah! to part with what alone can charm, 
The gentle Current where my Blood is warm, 
Thoſe Joys for which my Life wou'd fain extend, 
The dear Relation, and the faithful Friend, 
To part with Them! — yet why ſhou'd I complain, 
In happier Regions we may meet again 
There I may know them more, 'and thank them there, 
For all their Anguiſh, all their tender Care, 
Their kind Defires my drooping Life to fave, 
And the ſweet Tear, dropt grateful on my Grave, 

Peace to my Soul! methinks I fee] that Peace, 
Comfort ariſes, and my Tumults ceaſe, 
O gracious Heaven! forgive my erring Youth, 
And hear my Prayer, my Penitence, my Truth, 
Accept them from my Heart, then let me dye, 
Without a Fear, a Trouble, or a Sigh, 
Diſarm my Doubts, give dawning Joy to ſhine, 
Shield me my God, I'm all, Tm only Thine. 
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EPITAPH on a NOBLE MAN. 


OLD is that Breaſt, late warm with noble Blood, 
That Heart, which beat not but for Emg/and's Good, 
Un-nerv'd that Arm, which fought his Country's Cauſe, 
Silent that Tongue, which ſav'd its dying Laws; 
Clos'd are thoſe Eyes, which ſmil'd upon Mankind, 
Quick to their Virtues, to their Failings blind ; 
Deaf is that modeſt, that impartial Ear, 
Which cou'd, unmov'd, or Praiſe or Cenſure hear. 
All that is truly Great, from Earth is fled, 
Virtue no more, and Truth it ſelf is dead. 
Go Man, prepare to meet Fate's certain Doom, 
Be Good, and know him in the World to come. 


Epitaphium 
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The Fifth ODE of the Firſt Book of Horace, 
Imitated. 


NA 


HAT heedleſs Vouth, in roſy Beauty dreſt, 
Compels thee, Pyrrha, willing to be preſt, 
To Love's delightful Bower. For whom with Care, 
In wanton Wreaths, you bind your auburn Hair, 
Yet plain and careleſs ſeem, in all you wear. 

Alaſs, how oft with Tears, with wild Surpriſe, 

Will he behold rough Seas, and Storms ariſe, 

To blaſt his airy Joy. How oft in vain, 

Of perjur'd Love, of broken Faith complain ; 


Quis multa gracilis te puer in roſs 
Perfuſus liquidis urget odoribus 
Grato, Pyrrha, ſub antro? 

Cui flavam religus romam. 


Simplex munditiis ? het, quoties- fidem, 
Mutatoſque Deos flebit, & aſpera 
Wigris æquora ventis 

Emirabitur inſolens, 
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Who now, fond fooliſn Vouth, expects to find 

Thy Heart for ever true, for ever kind. 

Ah wretched Thoſe, who do not know thy Wiles, 
Where gloſſy Ruin lies conceal'd in Smiles! 

For me, thank Heaven, I now am ſafe on Shore, 
And vow to truſt thy faithleſs Charms no more 


Qui nunc te fruitur credulus aurea : 
Qui ſemper vacuam, ſemper amabilem 
Sperat, neſcius aure 


Fallacis. Miſeri, quibus 


Intentata nites: me tabuld ſacer 
Votivd paries indicat uvida 


Suſpendiſſe potenti 
Veſtimenta maris Deo. 
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EPITAPHIUM. 


NVE MI Portum; Spes et Fortuna valete! 
Nil mihi Vobiſcum; Ludite nunc alias! 


I 


1 VE gain'd the Port; Fortune, adieu! 
A long Farewel, Vain Hope, to you! 
Me you ſhall ne'er deceive again; 

Go play your Farce on other Men. 


— 


Epigramma in Pictorem ſimulachrum mei vultus 
exprimentem. 


UR Picor, varios commiſces Arte Colores, 
Ut vultus poſſis aſſimulare meos ? 


Ars tua, crede mihi, vana eſt, fruſtraque laboras ; 
Knellerus Umbram pingere neve poteſt; 
Et tu qui pingis, nihil es, nihil ipſe ; quid ergo? 
Si vis me ſimulem pingere, pinge nihil, 
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ART of the Third Ode of the Third Book of Horace, 
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As Ode on the Sorrows which attend the different Stages 
of human Life. 10 
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